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SANCTA SILVARUM 

BY ANNE GOODWIN WINSLOW 

A goddess hunts in the wood tonight, 
Her feet are light and her hair streams wide; — 

Sorrow, hide! 

Full fast she flies and her leaping pack 
Of shadows black flies faster yet; — 

Lie low, regret ! 

The notes that trail from her windy horn 
Of madness born beat where they will; — 

Echo, be still! 

What will she see when she leads the chase 
By the low sweet place where the fern lies crushed?- 

Ah pain, be hushed! 

What will she start from that dewy bed 
When she leaps ahead and the pack sweeps by? — 

Ah memory, die! 



FOR ONE DEAD 

BY HORTENSE PLEXNER 

When I go down the empty street of Death, 
And I have feared this street for its strange name, 
Its clammy mist that might be hovering breath, 
The darkened doors and windows void of flame; 
When I go down this street exiled from all 
That has been part of me — I think that now 
I shall look back less often, shall recall 
Less avidly the sun, the fruited bough. 

It is not that I hope to see her go 
Before me, bent against the wind, a book 
Half slipping from her arm, but that I know 
The street will have an eager, welcoming look; 
Old Death shall find he's taken unaware 
A lodger who plays host beneath his stare. 



